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From the back seat of their cart Konanteri, a

homeless University graduate who moved from

family to family in the parish, jumped down;

he had happened to be soberer than usual and

wanting to be where drinks were to be had, had

forced   himself  on   the   churchwarden.   They

were joined almost at once by the Pastor of an

outlying  chapel,   a  black-capped  surly-looking

old fellow in worn clothes;   he had married his

servant-maid and was therefore not in the habit

of taking his wife with him.    The next to come

was the wolf-bailiff., a farmer who had learned

Swedish and was hated and feared by the poor.

Soon most of the people whom the parish ancients

still remember and whose peculiarities they are

fond of describing were present.

Jussi took charge of the horses, put hay and

water  before  them  as  needed,   examined  the

vehicles, comparing them with each other and

feeling the whole time that this job of his was a

silly one and probably not at all what he ought to

have made of it.    Only after dusk had fallen

and the noises from the house had gained in

loudness did he feel easier in his mind, especially

after spectators had begun to prowl round the

house.   Lads   from   the   crofters'    community

whose acquaintance he had  made  turned up

and with them was Kustaa Toivola,  a youth

from a forest cabin some way off who had been

to Confirmation Class with Jussi,    Cautiously